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on rough, rocky ground, from place to place. She was pale and
languishing through thirst, until I cut open a vein on my knee, and
gave her my blood to drink. We arrived at last at a safe place beside
a great river, and as we rested, this man came adrift on a raft. Seized
by great pity, I risked my life and saved him. This woman made
him her husband, made this cripple her husband, loving him, worship-
ping him. And she pushed me down the hill-side, but I was saved
by great miracle, and through my friend, the King Crocodile, who
brought me back to this city. Now they are here, realizing not that
the king of this city is the one they had wronged. Punish them, seize
them, torture this woman without honour, as crooked as crooked iron.
Take them to the executioner, and let them die in misery, nailed to a
wall. My lords, carry out my orders at once.

[The ministers seize the couple. A minister says in a low tone
that as it is the king's birthday, there can be no execution, and
the couple must wait in prison for the next day. Exeunt a
minister and attendants with PRINCESS and STUMPY.]

KING. My noble lords, are those poor wretches dead ? Have the
adulterous Mistress Misery and the cripple died in pain, nailed to
the wall? Have they been cut with swords and spears, their hearts
and intestines scattered in all directions? Poor wretches!

MINISTER. King who shines on the world, as the moon shines
from Mount Mayyu, king to whom all other kings bow, my master of
the universe! The miserable woman and the cripple are still alive, my
lord. Today is your birthday, and as according to the law and custom
of this country, no blood must be shed on the king's birthday, they
are in prison, awaiting execution at dawn.

KING. My noble lords, this person, who prays to be a Buddha,
forgot his good sense, and trusted his wife too much. All women
are as dangerous and frightful as a forest-cobra with poison dripping
from its fangs. They will kill their rightful husbands the moment
they want a new lover. Their lust blinds them. As the tongue of
a snake, their cunning, their desires, their behaviour, are double-
tipped. They receive all, just as a roaring fire receives all rubbish.
They will love even men as low as dogs and pigs. One is more
certain of one's ability to drink up all the waters of the ocean, than
of the faithfulness of one's wife. My lords, I have lost all my faith in
women, but I should have known better than to have had such faith
at all. I shall not punish the couple, my lords; please free them, but